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The First One 


Author's Notes: 


There might be a second part someday.. if | ever learn how to properly write smut. ;) 


"That band, Red Ball Jet, they've got PA equipment; why don't we just borrow it from them?" Alex suggested. 
Eddie groaned, dramatically. 


"Here's another idea: why don't we just get our own?" He protested. Alex rolled his eyes at his little brother. 
"Because it's expensive and we need it in two days. You talked to the guy that had it; what was his name..” 
"Dave." Eddie interrupted, feeling an angry heat grow in his cheeks. 


"Yeah, him. You talked to him, right?" Eddie averted his brother's eyes and remembered back to a few months 
ago when he had met the charismatic and charming David Lee Roth. 


Dave had girls hanging on to each arm. And more trailing behind him. They were all giggly, and most Ikely drunk 
There was something about the sight that grinded Eddie's gears. If he hadnt already fucked all the girls, he was 
most likely planning to. 


Eddie turned away from the blonde in disgust, hoping to find a group of friends among the throng of people. He 
whirled around when he felt something pinch his ass. A hand. Dave's hand, he found out. Eddie glared at him as best 


as he could 


"Aw, don't be so sour, darlin: Take it as a compliment. Look at all this fine flesh | could have picked from, and | 
chose yours. Enjoy the party, sugar buns." Dave whispered seductively. He blew Eddie a kiss before strolling away 
with all of his drunken arm candy, who hadnt seemed fo notice the attempt at flirting Eddie blinked a few times, 


looking at Dave's retreating back. He was carrying on in the same way he had been 


"Ed, you still here, man?" Alex asked, snapping his fingers in front of Eddie's face. Eddie blinked a few times, 
then seemed to snap back into reality. 


"What're you saying?" Eddie questioned, mildly dazed by his flashback. 
"Dude, you okay? You blanked on me." 


"M fine. | just don't like Roth, and you know that." Eddie muttered. 


"Well, out of the three of us, you've talked to him the most. Can you please just ask him if we can borrow his 
equipment. It's not like I'm asking you to recruit him." Alex declared, leaving their rehearsal space. Eddie sat 


down and stared into his lap, remembering the second party he had attended where Dave had also been 


Eddie was pouring himself another drink to try and get through the night. Drunk, he could party. Sober, he was shy 
and an extreme wallflower. The alcohol was in short supply, due to the underestimation of people who would be 
attending, and Eddie was looking around the room nervously. He knew he shouldn't be as shy as he was, but it was 
hard not to be around all these people. 


Alex was the outgoing one; the one who always protected him when they first moved to America He had grown 


fo depend on Alex, who, coincidentally, wasn't here. 


Eddie didnt even know why he was at that party in the first place, instead of in the comfort of his own home, 
where there were significantly less people. And his guitar. Eddie didnt need a girl on his arm as long as he had his 
guitar in his hand. 


Eddie leaned against the wall, and sighed, looking at the half-full cup in his hand. He wasnt drunk yet, not by a long 
shot. 


He, Edward Van Halen was miserable. They say that right when you hit rock bottom, you have no way fo go but 
up. Eddie had been a longtime believer in that saying, but after that night, called it absolute bullshit 


"Hey, Eddie! What are you doing all the way over here?" A smooth, sultry voice, slppery as butter. Yup, complete 
and absolute bullshit. Eddie sighed 


"What do you want, Roth?" Dave giggled quietly, but in a very manly way. 


"love it when you say my name. And in regard to your question, | just want to see you smile. You seem so.. 
distraught." Dave purred next to Eddie's ear. Edde shrugged away from the blonde and looked at him distastefully, 
He could smell the drunkenness radiating off him. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you, man?" He demanded. David took a glimpse over his shoulder, then turned back 
to Eddie, smirking, and made a ‘come hither‘ gesture. Eddie rolled his eyes and leaned in to Dave. 


"Youre wrong with me. | cant get you out of my head Every time I close my eyes, youre there." Eddie stopped 
breathing momentarily. He had expected many things, some of them straddling the line of homosexuality, but 
nothing quite as drastic as what David had just whispered in his ear. 


"Cut the shit, man. Just leave me alone." Eddie growled 
"There's no shit to cut. | want you." 


And Alex wanted him to actively seek out this blonde. This blonde who was hitting on him more than any girl 


he had ever met. It was unnerving. But the worst part of it was.. Eddie was curious. 


The ginger, feather-light brush of David's fingers whenever he touched him always sent chills down his spine. 
Excited chills. He wanted to feel that touch somewhere else. He would never admit it, but he loved how David 
spoke his name. His voice was scratchy but warm and it sent tingles through Eddie's very soul. He saw how 
David performed when he was onstage, and not drunk out of his mind. How he was so energetic and swung his 
hips like a young Elvis. How he tipped his head back and shook the giant mane of hair he had. Eddie couldn't help 
himself but wonder how he'd look with that hair sprawled out on a pillow, his mouth hanging open, with nothing 
but sighs and moans passing through his flush pink lips. Eddie nearly moaned at the thought, but caught 
himself. What a fix he was in, simultaneously hating and wanting to have sex with David Lee Roth. 


David, meanwhile, was thinking of Eddie as well. He was almost always thinking of Eddie. Eddie, with his fluffy 
dark hair that he just wanted to run his fingers through. Eddie, whose eyes were always smiling, even if his 
mouth was not. Eddie, with his magic fingers. 


David tilted his head back against his headboard and sighed happily. He wished Eddie's magic fingers were the 
ones stroking him right now, instead of his own non-magic hands. David thought back to the times where he 


saw Eddie perform. He was always smiling. Dave loved how his eyes crinkled at the edges, making him seem 


just so happy to exist. What tore David's heart out, however, is how his smile always disappeared whenever 
Eddie saw him. He just seemed to hate him with a passion. 


Not for long, David thought to himself. Not for lorg.. 


HHH 


Eddie stood on the doorstep of the address Alex had found for him. It was a nice house, no doubt about it. He 
hesitated before pressing his thumb to the doorbell button. By going after David, he no longer had the upper 
hand of being the pursued. Eddie shook his head. He was being stupid; he wasn't here for anything nasty. He 
simply wanted to borrow David's PA equipment. Nothing wrong with that. Eddie slammed his thumb onto the 


button and the announcement of his arrival rang through the large house. 


David was slowly getting to his feet, letting his softening cock slip from his hand. He threw a robe over himself 
and walked through the empty house towards the front door, wondering who exactly could be there. He hadn't 
invited any girls over recently, no one had phoned, there wasn't a band rehearsal that day. David couldn't think 
of anyone who could possibly be ringing his doorbell. He opened the front door and felt his cheeks flare up. Of 
all the goddamn people in the goddamn world to show up on his goddamn door step while he was in a goddamn 


robe, it had to be Eddie. 


"E-Eddiel What are you doing here?" David squeaked. Eddie was blushing as well at the sight of David in a robe. 


It was silky, and it reminded him of a pimp robe. 


"l, uh, was wondering if | could borrow your PA equipment for a gig in a few days." Eddie said, his eyes 
continually darting down to the belt of David's robe. It wasn't done up. Like he had just thrown it on. 


David's mind was blank. He wasn't hearing any words. Barely registering that time was passing. Everything just 
seemed to have stopped. David blinked a few times and snapped back into reality. Eddie was asking him for a 
favor, and he had the upper hand. He could name the price. It was all up to him how this meeting played out. 
He licked his lips, looking for the right words. 


"You see Ed.. my band sort of needs them. If you want to rent them, we can negotiate a price." Eddie nodded 
and reached for the wallet in his back pocket. 


"Not with money.” Dave specified, smirking. Eddie raised an eyebrow. 
"With what, then?" He asked. 


"With yourself" David purred. The two words sent chills down Eddie's spine. He wasn't sure what emotion 


caused them, but at the moment, it seemed like surprise. 


"You- you want me to pay.. with myself?" Eddie said, as much to himself as to David. He still wasn't quite sure 


what he was hearing. 


"| want you. | want to have full reign over you for an hour." David said, leaning against the doorframe to try 
and tower over the shorter boy. There wasn't much of a height difference, but David was still taller, and he 
felt somewhat that he asserted dominance with height. It was working; Eddie was trembling slightly. 


"What would that imply?" Eddie asked, wringing his hands together. David reached up to his face and scratched 
his miniscule path of stubble forming on his face, thinking of what exactly he wanted to do. Eddie hadn't said 
'no', but he also hadn't agreed, which left a very slim window of opportunity. 


"Well, it would imply that | take you to one of the bedrooms in this house, undress you, and take care of you 
for an hour. Sound good?" Eddie swallowed, unsure of what exactly he was supposed to do in the situation. Half 
of him wanted to turn around, leave this place, never come back, and tell Alex that if he wanted Dave's 
equipment so bad that he could go prostitute himself for it. The other half, the nasty, curious half, wanted to 
grab the blonde, shut the door and rip off that flimsy little robe to find the burried treasure underneath. 


"And this would buy me a single session with your PA equipment?" Eddie asked, still internally debating whether 


to leave or stay. 


"An hour is the running price for a night with the equipment” David grinned devilishly. Eddie raised an eyebrow 
as his logical side packed its bags and his nasty half took over. He grabbed the collar of David's robe and pulled 
the tall blonde down to meet his lips. Surprise invaded David's face and his eyes widened. He hadn't expected it 

to work; not by a long shot. Yet, here he was, kissing Eddie Van Halen, whose face he had jacked off to no more 
than 10 minutes ago. Realizing the reality of the situation, David relaxed into the kiss and smiled against Eddie's 
lips. 


When the two broke apart, Eddie was breathless, and mentally slapping himself for doing something so 
incredibly stupid. 


"IIl take it as you want to go through with my proposal?" David asked, smiling in more of an eager way than a 
sly way. Eddie rolled his eyes and walked into the house, slamming the door behind him. 


To be continued. 


